it from head to foot at every squall. I sympathized with it, and
looked furtively at Salt, to see whether the ineffable dreariness
of the scene had not dashed him. But he was used to it; and,
when we got home, began to plan an excursion to Hindhead
for the morrow. The mere suggestion brought on a fresh fit of
sneezing. I positively declined further camphor; and Mrs Salt,
by no means at the end of her resources, administered black
currant jam and boiling water, which I rather liked.
Next morning I got up at eight to see the sun and hear the
birds. I found, however, that I was up before them; and I neither
saw nor heard them until I got back to the metropolis. Salt was
jubilant because the wind was north-east, which made rain im-
possible. So after breakfast we started across the hills to Hind-
head, through a mist that made the cows look like mammoths
and the ridges like Alpine chains. When we were well out of
reach of shelter the rain began. Salt declared that it would be
nothing; that it could never hold out against the north-east wind.
Nevertheless it did. When, after staggering and slipping up
and down places which Salt described as lanes, but which were,
in fact, rapidly filling beds of mountain mud torrents, we at
last got upon Hindhead (which was exactly like all the other
mounds), we could hardly see one another, much less the south
coast, through the mist. I saw the place where the men were
hanged; and I cannot deny that I felt a certain vindictive satis-
faction in the idea of somebody having been served out there.
When we started homeward Salt was in the highest spirits.
The discovery of a wet day in a north-east wind elated him as
the discovery of a comet elates an astronomer. As to Mrs Salt,
the conclusion she drew from it all was that I must come down
another day. The rain gave her no more concern than if she had
been a duck; and I could not help wondering whether her walk-
ing costume was not in reality a skilfully contrived bathing dress.
She seemed perfectly happy, though the very sheep were bawling
plaintively at the sky, and a cow to which I gave a friendly slap
in passing was so saturated that the water squirted up my sleeve
to the very armpit. Her chief theme whilst we were on the hills
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